Disclaimer: This is not a drama, just some thoughts | have in mind. | am not 
crying. | have a pillow for a good hug and a few hours to sleep for some rest. 


Some of the adult people | know who went through real struggles in their 
lives back then (when there weren’t many buildings and economic 
advances yet) think we, our generation, are fortunate that we don’t have 
to experience it, while some of us (or | at least) silently hope that | lived in 
that time so | would be woken up into real life and know things | need to 
know. 


This may sound biased. Maybe | am saying these things because it suits 
me (at the moment), but if | were given a chance to live in those early 
years, | would, and so if I’m bearing and raising my own child, | won’t tell 
him/her/them (whatever my child’s gender preference). | won’t compare 
my experiences to theirs. 


My life may seem bearable to every single person | meet (including my 
own roof), but | don’t feel lucky because things are happening to me 
personally, mentally (if I'm allowed to say so, di naman ako nagpadoctor, 
baka soon), and emotionally. I’m thankful to God that | have them as my 
family. I'm actually sick of myself, of the things that have been and 
continue to be thrust upon my existence. 


Living as me is tiring for me. Life is not really short, | guess. There are a lot 
of things | want to do, but everything seems to be unachievable, not 
because | don’t have skills or chances to improve, but because the entire 
me seems to be dragging me away from doing the things | want. 


People around me keep on saying "laban lang, kapit lang, kaya mo yan, 
nandito ako," but it doesn't seem to really comfort me enough. | 
appreciate you and the care, | am the problem. 


Anyway, | wrote a rushed 10-minute short film script for my major project. 
| know it's not perfect and it's a script, so the format is kind of confusing, 
but if you're interested in a short read, here's the link to my gdocs, lol eto 
na rin yung script below if ever di kaya sa gdocs nyo, mas dama ko kasi 
magread sa gdocs so yeah. 


https://docs.google.com/document/d/1g8PoEmV-wwfFjlg-z5Yo8er- 
kJrfzzYYoUydGXDFhhE/edit?usp=drivesdk 


Marhia Creations 


THE TRUTH REVEALED BY FICTION 


Books can be a Realistic Fiction; a response to Reality 


Languages/Dialect: English and Filipino (straight 
Tagalog, Salitang Balbal, and a few Gay Lingo) 


Sound directions are 
Characters: 


@ Reverie- A 21-year-old young lady fascinated by sun 
and moon, self-documentation, and fictional stories 
that made her a fan and a friend of Jesse. To her, 
these two majestic daily events make most dreams come 
close to being possible. She has a rare disease to 
further shown in the script. 


@ Jesse- A 23-year-old well-known writer. Reverie’s 
friend. He often creates stories that have realistic 
details and incorporates them into his’ fictional 
works. He keeps communicating with his readers as much 
as possible. 


@ Felip- A man in his 60’s, a stranger rich in stories 
and wisdom. 


A few extras would be narrated without further details, 
such as names. 


I EXT. - ROOM - AFTERNOON 


(The scene opens with a young lady, Reverie, whose face 
Is being brightened by the afternoon glow and by the 
light of a touchpad. The shot angles are such that the 
extra-closed up side profile zooms out until half the 
body of the sitting Reverie.) 


REVERIE 


Hi guys! Welcome to another episode of 
Reverie’s video journal! 


(Talking to the touchpad. ) 


Today, aS promised, magsspill ako ng 
spoiler sa upcoming new book ng aports 
kong si Jesse. You guys know how much of a 
fan ng mga true-to-life details ang kuya 
nyo diba? So ayun, medyo similar daw sakin 
yung personality ng_ bida. ‘Kala mo 
talagang very kilalang-kilala ako eh noh? 


2 EXT. - FLASHBACK- ISOLATED AREA OF THE PARK- AFTERNOON 


(JESSE, sitting on a bench with a laptop on his lap, 
typing. A bubbly-walking Reverie comes into the scene.) 


REVERIE 


OMO? Wait, ‘diba ikaw si ano.. yung writer 
ng ano... 


(While Reverie’s panicking and shocked, JESSE on the 
other hand 1s quiet, frowning at the younger’s behavior.) 


(JESSIE, while 
back. ) 


(Smiling) 


Yung writer ng My Solace! Huy, predicted 
ko’ng tragic ending ‘yun. Knowing you, 
majority ng books mo sad ending with 
lesson and author’s note na_nagt-thank 
you! 


JESSE 
half frowning and half smirking will talk 


I guess you’re a fan of my books? I have a 
few fans from Twitter na nagp-post ng 
theories nila sa book ko based sa mga 
synopsis na nilalabas ko. Maybe you’re one 
of them. What’s your username? 


REVERIE 
Ako Si “at Fictional Solace” 
(@fictionalsolace). 


3 INT. - STAGE AT A CLOSED EVENT HALL (the lights are on, 
the stage is designed) - NIGHT 


JESSE 


(JESSE, standing at the podium is speaking in front 
of the crowd with a little smile.) 


Since that day happened, we started being 
friends. Sa una sobrang naw-wierduhan ako 
sakanya. Biruin mo, alas-sais ng _ umaga 
hanggang alas-tres ng gabi magkausap kami, 
madalas sobra pa ‘don. Lagi yun, lalo pag 
nagsusulat ako. Minsan nago-overnight ako 


sakanila mostly just us, talking = and 
writing. Allowed ako kasi I’m a good guy. 


4 INT. - LIVING ROOM (The scene is inaudible while JESSE 
is talking in the background; trash papers, digital 
devices, and the teasing two characters are present.) - 
MIDNIGHT 


JESSE 


Nasanay ako’ng ganun for more than two 
years. Madalas everyda ako magstay 
Sakanila. It’s fine naman kila mama since 
nakabukod ako talaga and they’re busy with 
the business. And I have other’ friends 
naman, but she’s the best I’ve ever had. 
Kapag wala sya sa tabi ko, ngiti nya yung 
hinahanap ko. 


5 INT. - BACK TO THE STAGE AT A CLOSED EVENT HALL - NIGHT 


JESSE 
(Took a deep breath.) 


That’s when I realized that I like... no, I 
love her. I love Reverie. 


(He said as he shed a few tears, still smiling.) 


Nasabi ni Reverie sa vlog journey nya na 
related sakanya yung bida sa book ko three 
months ago, but honestly, the book is a 
novel of the journey I’ve fortunately been 
able to share with her... when she was still 
here in this world. 


(Finally, he broke down in tears.) 


6 EXT. - FLASHBACK - AT THE PARK (where they first met) - 
AFTERNOON 


(JESSE and REVERIE are casually walking hand in hand 
While talking. 


JESSE 


Rev, I have something to tell you. ‘Wag ka 


mag-cringe ha, I’m serious. 


REVERIE 
(REVERIE, confused while looking at the 
younger. ) 
Hala beh, for the mysterious tayo today? 


Hindi ako sanay sa serious mo pero go! 
(Smiles) 


JESSE 


(JESSE, nervously held the younger’s hands.) 


is the weather cold ba or you held 


Wait, 
‘to? 


something cold? Your hands.. yelo ba 
Saka ang putla mo... 
(REVERIE shook her head and smiled in assurance, as if 
she was saying, "I’m fine." JESSE didn’t buy it in his 
mind but ignored it and continued to do what he was 
doing..) 


We’ve been friends for almost three 


SO... 
I’m good at writing 


years now. Oh gosh, 
but.. Rev, I love you! 
REV! 


(After he said the phrase, nervousness was joined by 
worry as Reverie collapsed on the floor.) 


7 INT. - STAGE AT A CLOSED EVENT HALL - NIGHT 


JESSE 


(JESSE, sobbing as he continued his talk.) 


That was supposed to be a special day but 
turned out to be the opposite. For almost 
three years, I had no idea you had that 


dreadful Sleep Apnea disease. Yes, a rare 
major sleep disorder that makes breathing 
repeatedly stop and start... can lead to 
strokes or fatal heart attacks. 


8 INT. - FLASHBACK- HOSPITAL - NIGHT 


(JESSE was barely standing — crying while staring at the 
hospital room where a few nurses and doctors were 
leaving. Zooming in to Electrocardiography (ECG) shows a 
flatline followed by a heartbeat flatline sound. ) 


9 INT. - BACK TO THE STAGE STAGE AT A CLOSED EVENT HALL - 
NIGHT 


JESSE 
(JESSE, sobbing.) 


I had to call your family to tell them 
that you already left us. 


(FELIP, an old man was focused for a few seconds. ) 


Ayan, si Mang Felip, kagaya ko. Naiwan. 
His wife was late diagnosed and wasn’t 
able to try to cure it because they didn’t 
have the resources and the opportunity 
wasn't in their favor. They are aware of 
the symptoms. Even if they wanted to, the 
check-up never happened. 


(FELIP’s watery eyes zoomed in, then the camera goes back 
to JESSE. ) 


I may never have the chance to hold your 
hand again or to even hear your answer to 
my "I love you," but I am thankful because 
before that tragic day, as you considered 
me a writer, you wrote everything that I 
had to know... 


10 INT. - ROOM (up close to JESSE’s hands opening a 
letter from Reverie, zooming in to “You are a blessing to 
me, I love you”.) - NIGHT 


JESSE 


I’m never mad at you for letting me know 
too late. I was amazed by your bravery. My 
angel, a true solace, you’ll always be 
here in my heart. 


(Fading in. A white text in a black background written: 
“Back to reality...” will appear.) 


11 INT. - INSIDE A ROOM - AFTERNOON 


(The scene opened to a two-pairs of hands-wearing rings 
of a man and a woman, zooming out to a half-body shot of 
Jesse and Reverie.) 


REVERIE 


(REVERIE and JESSE, teasing and talking in changing moods 
through their expressions and voice tones in front of a 
touchpad, recording video.) 


Hanep talaga ‘tong asawa ko eh noh! 
Number 1 best selling yung Novel sa 
buong Asia! 


JESSE 


If it wasn’t for you and the Lord’s 
will, this wouldn’t have happened, 
Hon. This achievement is not just for 
me, it’s for us, and for those people 
who have bravely fought and are still 
fighting this sleep apnea. 


(REVERIE, took a deep breath, and held her husband’s left 
hand, trying to suppress tears as she talked, looking at 
the device camera.) 


REVERIE 


If some of you are thinking that’s 
just another fictional story, well, 
it is, somehow. I died in that book 
because I was too brave to live 
without medication. I thought I was 
just a burden... But in reality, I 
let myself be afraid. That’ fear 


enabled us — people with this disease 
to have a voice through people like 
my Jesse. 


(Still suppressing the tears.) 


Manong Felip’s story is also true. He 
was the one who hardly pushed us, 
especially Jesse, to publish this 
book. Sadly, we won’t be able to 
celebrate it with him, as he passed 
away three weeks ago. 


(Her shoulders were shrugged as she cried.) 


Maraming salamat po sainyo, Manong. 
My name, Reverie means daydreaming, 
pero hindi na ngayon. Kung nasaan man 
kayo ng one-great-love mo, we want 
you to know that we’re winning. We 
paid forward for the strength that 
you’ve given us, and passed it to 
others through our voices; we chose 
to be heard by the people. 


Rare diseases won't be a romanticized 
fictional story anymore, but a story 
that will now be strengthened and 
will speak to everyone who needs to 
know. 


Those who choose to look with their 
eyes will see things that’ are 
pleasing to the sight. Those who open 
their hearts and minds will see the 
truth that is hidden behind white 
sheets of lies, even if it's from a 
book of fiction. 


(Fading out — fading in. A white text in a black 
background written: JESSE Author’s Note: I write to tell 
what the eyes can’t easily see. Malalaman mo lamang na 
naunawaan mo ang iyong binasa kung diwa mo ang kasama mo 
sa pagbaybay ng istorya.) 


Marhia’s Note: This story is inspired by the author's godparent, 
who's currently suffering from sleep apnea in real life. Not everyone 
has knowledge about the diseases; hence, the goal is to enable us to 
be aware of them. It is preferable to be checked. 


